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The T ragedie o/Hamlet 

See you * place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet ? • . 

Ham. Excellent Ifaith. 

Of the Camelions tlifh, I eat the aire, 

Promif-craft>’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King.il haue nothing with this anfwer Hamlet , 

Thel'e words ate not mine. 

Horn. No nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i’th the Vniuerfuie you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good A&or, 
Haul. What did you ena^ ? 

Pol. I did ena£t Inline Cafar, I was kild l’th Capital!, 

"Brutus kild me. 

< Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capital a caife there, 
f Be the Players readie ?. 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

Ger. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother here’s mettle more attra&iue. 

Pel. O, oh, doe you markethat. 

Ham. Ladie (hall lie in your lap ? 

Ophe. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Coumrie matters? 

Ophe. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

//Wflj’That’s a faire thought to lie between maids legs* 

Ophe. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophe. You are merric my Lord. 

Plam. Who I? 

Ophe. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Iigge-maker,what thould a man do 
but be merrie, for looke you how cherefully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s twohoures. 

Ophe. Nay, tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham.So long, nay then let the Deuill weare black, for He haue 
aSute of Sables; O heauens, die two moneths ago, and not for- 
gotten yet, then there's hope a great mans memorie may out-liue 
his life halfe a veare,but ber Ladie a muft build Churches then, or 
elfe fhall a fuffcr not thinking on, with the Hobby -hoife, whofe 
Epitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-borfeh forgot. 
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Prince o/Denmarke., 

The Trumpets found. Dumbe/howfolbtves. 

Enter a King and a Qstiene,tbe Quecne embracing htm,and he her, 
he tabes her vV, and declines his head vpon her necke, he lies him downe 
vpon a banks of flower s.fhee feeing him afleepe, leaueshim : anon comes 
in another man, takes off his Crown^rfes >t, pours pogfin /» thsfleepers 
eares and leaues him : the Queene returnee, finds the King deadpuakgs 
paffionate aft ton, the pay finer with feme three orfoure comes m againe, 
feem to condole with her, the dead body is carried away, the poifoner woet 
the ffhteen with gifts, /he feems har[h awhile, but in the endacceps loue . 


Oph. What meanes this my Lord ? . ^ 

Ham. Marry it is munching Mallico , it meanes mifchcitc. 

Oph. Belike this fhow imports the argument of the Play. 
Ham. We fhall know by this fellow, Enter prologue* 

The Players cannot keepe theyle tell all. 

Ophe. Will a tell vs what this fhow meant ? 

Hd.I.orany (how that you will fhow him, be not you afham’d 
to fho w,beele not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught, Ilemarke the Play. 
Prologue. For vs and forour Tregedy, 

Hcere (looping to your clemencie, 

Wc begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a Ring? 

Ophe. Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 


Enter Ktngan, 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Neptunes fait wafh, and T dim orb’d the ground, 

And thirty dofen Moones with borrowed flieene 
About the world haue times twelue thirties beene 
Since Loue our hearts, aftd Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuall in moft facred bands. 

ffluee . So many iourneyes may the Sun and Moon 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue bd done, 

But woe is me you are fo ficke of late, . 

Sofarre from cheere,and from your former Rate, 
Thatldiftruft you, yet though I diftrult, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing mull, 
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